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totle" while Eomundt is trying for the prize essay
of the University, the subject of which is aOn the
Will". It was getting dark, the tailor did not turn
up, and Eoscher left me. I accompanied him,
called on the tailor myself, and found his minions
busily engaged on my clothes, which they promised
to send round in three-quarters of an hour.

I went on my way in a jolly mood, looked in at
Kintsehy's, read the Kladderadatsch, and was amused
to fintl a paragraph saying that Wagner was in Swit-
zerland and that a fine house was being built for him
in Mtmich, while I knew all the time that I was going
to see him that evening and that the day before he had
received a letter from the little monarch1 addressed
to "The Great German Tone-poet? Richard Wagner."

But at home there was no tailor awaiting me, so I
safcdown and. read the treatise on the Eudokia at my
ease, but was constantly disturbed by the sound of a
shrill bell that seemed to be ringing some distance
away. At last I felt certain that someone was stand-
ing at the old iion gate; it was shut, as. was also the
door of the house. I shouted across the garden to the
man to enter the house; but it was impossible to make
oneself understood through the pouring rain. The
whole house was disturbed, the door was ultimately
opened, and a little old man bearing a parcel came
up to me. It was half-past 6, time for me to dress
and get ready, as I lived a long way off. It was all
right, the man had my things. I tried them on and
they fitted. But what was this suspicious develop-

*Ludwig II of Bavaria,